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us again. The weather was simply wonderful, the
best I have ever experienced on this trip, and the air
was nearly calm. As we flew along the shores of the
Mediterranean the sky was a soft faint blue with a
translucent opal mist round the horizon. The sun
rays made over the sandy desert with its myriad wind-
driven sand dunes a bright white veil. The sea was a
deep blue embracing green and violet, and it merged
into a blue mist, horizonless. The mist horizon was
high up, and out of it one or two wee clouds poked
up as out of the sea itself.

We passed Rafa in just over three and a quarter hours
and climbed up, up over the Judaean Hills more and
more into the sweet sunlight. The familiar picture
passed again; the rugged hills split by a thousand wadis;
the silver inland sea, dropped down like a pool of molten
metal into a cleft in the rocks; the curving El Lisan
peninsula; the great gorge of Seil el Mojeb, with its
deep clear-cut shadows hiding its abyss, and the brilliant
green scrub and bushes in miniature along its curving
bottoms; and then the plain of Ziza. As I glided down
I tried each magneto, and found one magneto on the
port engine had cut out.

Ziza to Kasr Kharana. After landing and filling up
I ran up the engines and found that there was some
real trouble with the port engine. It was missing and
not holding its revs. Finally, we wirelessed to Amman
to fly down two new magnetos. All the afternoon and
evening we worked away at the engine, and on into the
darkness, going down to the little station at Ziza to
snatch an odd meal* We finished, tired out, at abdat
10.30 pan. Stunnan started again at dawn; I got up
a little later, as, knowing I should have a pretty strenuous